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by a spring somewhere beyond in the hills. About five hundred
yards long, this ditch is plugged at the upper end by a small
slope and it empties into a marshy flat which is again inter-
rupted by a hill. This was the V-shaped cul-de-sac known as
the Ravine de Charlevaux. On the northern slope of this blind
ravine a wagon road cuts into the rocky soil, leaving a steep
slope upward from the stream. Above the road is a wall of
jagged rock extending to the crest about twenty feet.
It was on the northern slope of the Ravine de Charlevaux
that Whittlesey's men dug their foxholes for the night. Ma-
chine-guns were posted to sweep the valley and protect the
flanks, and although no man carried either blanket, pack, or
overcoat, all were fairly comfortable and unmolested by the
enemy.
Each man had brought but one day's rations; hence at day-
break the following morning, details were sent toward the
rear for food. Patrols were ordered in other directions to make
contact with the enemy and to ascertain his strength. One by
one they returned to report that the Germans were everywhere.
Shells had now begun to fall in the ravine but they were doing
little damage. The men were well protected in their foxholes
on the slope.
Suddenly an enemy trench mortar opened fire at close range.
A number of men were ordered to locate and destroy this
weapon, but they returned to report that heavy machine-gun
fire balked their mission. A prisoner they had captured veri-
fied the suspicion that the enemy had taken up strong positions
between Whittlesey's battalion and the rear. This meant that
the men sent back for food would not return.
It was plain that the battalion was surrounded. Major Whit-
tlesey ordered his men to form a hollow square—a human
fringe on all four sides of this boxed-in ravine—to ward off

